A sacred sacrifice she was making. But the spring term of his senior year
was just ended. Why go on with it?
For mother's sake? Look at her. She was ailing and unhappy. Why not
go to Chicago where Uncle Jenkin Lloyd-Jones was building a new church,
get work in some architect's office, really help her and be getting nearer
architecture himself?
He would plead—There are great architects in Chicago, mother, so
there must be great buildings too. I am going to be an architect. You want
me to be one. I am nowhere near it here. Professor Conover is fine but he
isn't an architect. Here in the university I am doing nothing but draw and
draw and see professional generalities glitter, spending money we haven't
got or you have to slave to get.
'Do you believe in it yourself, mother? In your heart I mean? It isn't
real you know, like the farm. Why won't you ask Uncle "Jenk" why I
can't begin to be an architect right now? Soon it will be too late. I was
eighteen last June, remember.'
And then threatening: Til go anyway. It's time I put a stop to this
foolish waste motion myself. You are willing to starve for it because all
the Joneses, every one of them, is cracked about education. "Education?"
You sent me to the farm yourself for experience, didn't you? Well, it's
experience I want now. You spoiled me, yourself, for this marking time.
It's vicious, I tell you! I was sick of it long ago. It's no good for me. Can't
you see, mother? It's no good.'
Finally the mother, continually thus beset, did write to Uncle Jenkin
who was making a great name for himself as teacher and prophet in his
work in Chicago for a larger religion. Came back from the great preacher
the answer, 'On no account let the young man come to Chicago. He should
stay in Madison and finish his education. That will do more for him than
anything else. If he came here he would only waste himself on fine
clothes and girls.'
Mother was shocked, and relieved too. Her son now would graduate.
But for the son, that insulting misjudgment settled it. It really didn't
apply to him. He intended to go. If there was no more sympathy or under-
standing of him and the pathetic situation there than that letter showed,
well—he would show the writer of the letter something... some day.
A few days later he left. He had managed to get seven dollars in his
pocket, after buying the ticket to Chicago, most of the money got from old
man Perry at the pawn-shop for his father's—and his—favourite calf-
bound copy of Plutarch's 'Lives', thumbed edges—by the son—at the life
of Alcibiades: A finely bound set of Gibbon's 'Decline and Fall', which by
the way he detested. Several other books from the father's library, and
a mink collar that had been his mother's, but fitted by her to his overcoat!
Well.., mother wouldn't know he had gone until he didn't come home
tomorrow night. He had arranged all to deceive her that far ahead; but he
would surely write her from Chicago as soon as he had a job, and that
couldn't be long ...
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